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The Tragedie of Othello 


will bee, I fhall hauc fo much experience for try paines ; 
And fo, with no money at all, and a little more W it, re- 
turne againe to Venice. 

I Ago. How poorc are they that haue not Patience ? 
What wound did euer heale but by degrees? 
Thou know'ft we workc by Wit ; and not by Witchcraft 
And Wit depends on dilatory time : 
Dos'c not go well ? Caffiohzth beaten thee, 
And thou by that fmali hurt hath cafheer'd Caffio: 
Though other things grow faire againft theSun, 
Yet Fruites that bloflome firft, will firft be ripe : 
Content thy felfe, a-while. lntroth 'tis Morning; 
Pleafure, and A6lion,niakc the houres feemc (horr. 
Retire thee, go where thou art Bill ited : 
Away, I fay , thou flhalt know more hcercafter : 
Nay get thee gone . £ xtt Rodorigo. 

Two things are to be done : 
My Wife muft moue for Caffio to her Miftris : 
lie fet her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when heinay Caffio finde 
Soliciting his wife : ^that's the way : 
Dull notDeuice, by coldncffe,and delay. Exit. 


oJctus Tertius. ScenaTrlma. 


Enter Caffio } AfttfitfAns 3 and Clown*. 

Caffio. Maftcrs,play heerc,I wil content your pain'es, 
Something that's briefc: and bid, goodmorrow General. 

Clo. Why Mafters,haueyour Inftruments bin in Na- 
ples, that they fpeake Vth'Nofe thus > 

M*f How Sir? how? 

Clo. Are thefe I pray you, winde Inftruments? 

TrJuf I marry are they fir." 

Clo. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 

Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I 
know. But Mafters,heere*s money for you :and theGe- 
nerall fo likes your Mufick, that heeefiresyou for loues 
fake to make no more noife with it. 

2iuf WeiiSir,we will not. 

Clo. If you haue any Mulicke that may not be heard, 
too't againe. But (as they fay)to heare Muficke,the Ge- 
neral! do's not greatly care. 

Muf. Weluue none focri, fir. 

Clow. Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for He 
away. Go,vamfiiintoayre,away. SxifMft. 

Caffio Daft thou heare me, mine horfeft»Friend ? 

Clo. No, I heare not your honeft Friend : 
I heare you. 

C a JT 10 ' Pry thee keepc vpthy Quillets, thcr's a pcore 
peece or Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends 
the Generall be fhrring, tell her, there's one Caffio en- 
treats her a little fauour of Speech. Wilt thou do this ? 
Clo. She is Birring fir : if fhe will ftirte hither, I fhall 


feemc to notific vnto her. 


Exit Clo, 


Enter Jago. 
In happy time, I Ago. 

/ago. You haue not bin a-bed then? 

Caffio. Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 
T haue made bold (I ago) to fend in to your wife : 
My fuice to her is, that fhe will to vertuout DefdemonA 


Procure me fome acccfTe. — - 

Jago. Ilefcndhcrtoyouprefently: 
And He dcuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuerfc and biifi ne flv 
May be more free. 

Caffio. I humbly thanke you for 7 t. Ineucrkne ^ 
A Florentine more kinde,and honeft.j W 
Enter ts£milta. 

v£mil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant} I am r 
For your difpleafure : but all will fure be well. 
The Generall and his wife are talkingof it 
And /he fpeakes for you ftoutly. The Moore renl' 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus ik 
And great Affinitie : and that in wholfome Wif A 
He might not but refufe you.But he protefh he 1 0 ^ 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings 
To bring you in againe. 

Caffio. Yet I befeech you, 
If you thinke fit, or that it may be done, 
Giue me aduantageeffome brecfcDifcourfe 
Wkh'Defdenzon alone. 

ts£tnil. Pray you come in: 
I will beftow you where you (hall haue time 
To fpeake ycui bofomc freely. 

Caffio. I am much bound to you. 


Sccena Secunda. 


Enter Othello, Iago } and Gentlemen. 

Othe. Thefe Letters giue {I Ago) to the Pylotj 
And by him do my duties to the Senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the Workes, 
Repaire there to mee. 

higo. lVell,my good Lord, He doo'r. 

Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen)(hall vvcfce't? 

Cent. Well waite vpon your LordOiip. Exeunt 


Scawa Tertia. 


Sntcr Defdemona. Caffio. and idzmilia. 

Def. Be thou affor'd (good Caffio ) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

is£mil. Good Madam do : 
I warrant it grceues my Husband, 
As if the caufc were his. 

'Def. Oh that's an honeft Fellow.Do not doubt Caffio 
But I will haue my Lord, and you againe 
As friendly as you were. 

Caffio. Bounteous Madam, 
What euer (hall become of tJMkhael Caffio^ 
He's ncuer any thing but your true Seruant. 

Def. I know't : I thanke you: you do loucmy Lord: 
You h3ue knowne him !ong,and be you well affur'd 
He fhall in ftrangencfle ftand no farther off, 
Then in a politique diftance, 

Caffio. I, but Lady, 
That policie may ei.ther laft fo long, 
Or feede vpon fuch nice and waterifh diet, 
Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumftances, 
That I being abfent, and my place fupply'd, 
My Generall will forget my Loue,and Seruice# 
Def, Do not doubt that ; before ^£miliA here, 


I 



mmmm 


© 2002 Octavo For research use only. All rights reserved. 


the*5MowreofVemce* 


^2^ 


Uiucth ce warrant of thy place. Allure thee, 
fj jo vow a friendfiiip, Ueperfprme it 
r 0 the laft Article . My Lord ftall ncuer reft, 
lie vvatcfii him tame, and talks him out of patience; 
Uj$ Bed fhall feemc a Schooie, his Boord a Shrift, s 
tie intermingle cuery thing he do's 
V?ith &Jm& iwzc : Therefore be merry Caffo* 
for thy Solicitor fhall rather dye> 
Thcn giue thy caufeja-way- 


....3 f^fl5« i tJ Y li 

Enter Oihelio.a^d Ijj&Q 
^mil* Madam,heere comes my Lurd, 
Caffio. Madam,lU take i^y (eaue.- t i 
j)ef. Why ftay ? and heare me fpeok?, 
Caffio* Madam^noc now : 1 am very ill at eafc, 
y 0 fic for wine owncpurpofes. 
'T>ef. Wcll^doyourd.fcrecion. Exit Caffio. 

Jago. Hah? I like not that, 
Othel. What doft thou fay? 
Jago. Nothing my Lord ; ox if™ I S»now not what. 
Otbel. Was not that Caffio parted from my wife ? 
Jago. Caffio my Lord ? No fure J cannot thinke it 
That he would fteale away fo guiity-likc, 
Seeing your camming, 

Oth. I do belceue 'twas he. 
Def How now my Lord t* 
Ihauebih talking yvhh a Suitor heere, 
A man that langui(hes imyoar difpleafure. 
Otb> Who is'c you meane ? 
Def. Why your Lieutenant (faffio t Good my Lord, 
if 1 haue any grace^or power to moue you, 
His prcfent reconciliation take# 
For if he be not one, that truly loues'you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
lhaue no judgement in an honcfl facr. 
Iprythee call him backe. 
Oth. Went he hence now? 
Def 1 footh -j fo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his greefe with mee 
Tofuffer with him r Good Loue, call him backe. 
Othel. Not now (fwect Defdtmon) fome other time. 
Def But (hall'c be (honly ? 
Oth. The fooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shairt be to night,at Supper? 
Oth. No,nottonighr. 
Def. To morrow Dinner then? 
Oth. I ftvdl not dine at home: 
I meete the Captaines at thcCittadcll. 

Def. Why then to morrow night,on Tuefday morne, 
On Tuefday noone, or night ; on Wenfday Morne. 
I prythce name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes. Infaith hce's penitent : 
And yet his Trcfpaflc, in our common reafon 
(Sauc that they fay the warres muft make example) 
Out of her belt, is not almoft a fault 
Tcncurrc a priwate checke. When fiiali he come ? 
TcllmeCr/?if//0. I wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me, that I (hould deny, 
Or ftand fo manrring on? What ? Michael Caffo, 
That came a woing wirh you ? and fo many a time 
(When lhaue fpoke of you difpraiftngly) 
Hath tane your part, to hauc fo much to do 
To bring him in ? Truft me, 1 could do much. 

' Oth. Prythce no more ; Let him come when he will: 
I will deny thee nothing, 

Def. Why, this is not a Boone: 


Tis as I (hould entreate you weare your Glcucs, 
Or feede on nourifhingdiflhes, or keepc you warme, 
Or fue to you , to do a peculiar profit 
To your owne pcrfon. Nay, when I haue a fuitc 
Wherein I me3ne to touch your Lcuc indeed, 
It fhall befall of poize, and difficult Weight, 
And fca;c uihobe granted. { 

Oth. i will deny thec nothing. 
\V hereon, I do befeech thee, grant me thi? ? 
To leaueme but a little to my felfe. 

fief Shall! deny you ? No; farewell my Lord, 
Gib. Farevicll ivy 'Defdemona, He come to thee ftiait. 
"Def lAimilia come; be as your Fancies teach you : 
What ere you be, I am obedient. Exit. \ 

Oth. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soulc j 
But I do loue thee : and when i loue thee npt, j 
Chaos is come againe. 
Jago. M-y Noble Lord. 
Oth. What doft thou fny,/^r 

Jago. Did Mtch*c I Caffio I 
When he vvoo'd my Lady, know of your loue ? 

Oth. He did v from firft to laft : j 
Why doft thou aske ? \ 

Jago. But for a fatisfa&ion of my Thought, 
No further harroc. 

Oth. Why of thy thought,/^ ? 

Idgo. I old not thinke he h.ui bin aoqua^nted with IV, r \ 

Oth. Oycs v md vvenc bccwccne vi» >;cry ofr. 

Jago. Indeed? 

Oth, Indeed?! indeed. Difccrn'iUhou ought in that? 
Is he not honelt :? 

I Ago. Honc:T,my Lordi* 

Oth. Honeftn,Honeft. 

Jago. My Lord, for ought I know, 

Oth. What do'fl- thou r.hinke f 

Jago. Thinke, my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke, my Lord? &!as> thou eechos't me ; , 
A? if there were fo^c Monfter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be fhewne. Thou doft mean fomthing : 
I heard thec fay eucn now, thou lik'ft not that, 
When Cafsio left my wife. What didd'ft not like ? 
^And when I told thec. he was of my Counfade, , 
Of my w hole courfe of wooing ; thou ci ied*ft, Indeede ? 
And didd'ft contra ft* and puricjhy brow together, 
As if thou then hadd'ft fhur vp in thy Braine 
Some hovrible Conccite. If thou do'ft loue me, 
Shew mc thy thought. 

Jago. My Lord,you know I loueyou. 

Oth. I thinke thou do'ft : 
And for I know thou'rt full of Loue, and Honeftie, 
And weigh'ft thy words before thou giuTt them breath > 
Therefore thefe (lops of thine, ft igh: me the more : 
For fuch things in a falfcdifloyallKnaue 
Ave rrickes of Cufrome : but in a man that*s iuft, 
They're clofc dilations, working from the heart, 
That PafTion cannot rule, 

Jago. For Michael Cafsio, 
I dare be fworne, I thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth* I thinke fo too. 

Jago. Men fhould be what they feemc, 
Or thofe that be not, would they might feemc none. 

Oth. Certaine, men fhould be what they feeme. 

I Ago. Why then I thinke Cafsio s an honeft man. 

Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this ? 
T prythce fpeake to mc, as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doftrurainate,and giue thy worft of thoughts 


